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charity of which the public never knew, and he
was the last man to publish them. No man had
a better claim to Burke's description of the " true
lawgiver "—that " he should have a heart full of
sensibility ; he ought to love and respect his kind."
The impulse which drove him to vindicate the
claims of women to the suffrage, in the days
when such an advocate was as a voice crying in the
wilderness, was a deep conviction of the oppression
they had suffered at the hands of men. He was
a lover of animals, and as such, like Thomas Hardy,
a contemner of the chase. " I have never killed
an animal in my life," he once said to me, " and
if I ever write anything more, I think it will be a
tract against field sports, although my fellow-peers
will think ill of me." His inseparable companion
in his old age was a fox-terrier, and readers of the
Recollections will recall the happy, whimsical touch
with which he characterizes his little companion,
with its insatiable questing in the heather, after
the manner of its kind, as a " chartered meta-
physician," ever seeking it knew not what. They
grew old together, and the dog followed its master
like his own shadow; the two united in that strange
communion of man and beast which, to those who
know dogs and love them, is more intimate, and not
less affecting, than any intercourse of men. A small
thing, the reader may say, but it was characteristic,
for it is not in the gestures of the arena, but in the
familiar and domestic things of a man's home that
you divine the man. And this man was noble.
Of him it shall be said, as was said of Cromwell,
" a larger soul hath seldom dwelt in house of clay.'*

